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IMS TOWN Of QUART2VILLE IS THE CENTER 
0^ RICH ftOLP AN? SILVER MINING 
F-R0MRTI6S— ANP WHERES GOLP.THERtS 
THIEVES ANP MURDERERS WHO PLACE 
WEALTH ABOVE HUMAN LIFE ' 
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LATER-AT THE LAZY J.61UHM* JBfFBFW' RANCH . ANP 
AM IMPORTANT PAWN IN THE VICIOUS CAMPAIGN OF 
TERROR ANP SUPPEN PEATH/ 
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sunset f-kutio mis w*y tmKOu6m 

TMfc MAXE OP VlCIQuS INTW|t>U£ 

::.-■,.' v..,.-. 

auesTjONS eox okahvp* jeffe» 

At=^6R PINNER 71 
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i.fc'T THE GIRL LIVE, ALEXANDER- \ ALL SIGHT, MR 
I'LL SWALLOW THE STUFF/ DON'T ) JWPlM-mwf 
INT6RFERE.5UNSET-- NOTHING CAN / EVER YOU SAY/ a 
STOP THEM MOW/ y^^s^^rf.^ — '— ~ ^ 






they mao a i^ine scheme if it 1 they weren't so smart sunset' 

HAD WORKED.MR . jEFFERS/ JOHN \ I KNEW THE MINE WAS u'nPER THE 
MARTIN AND DOCTOR ALEXANDER ) HOUSE •■ BUT THERE WASN'T ANY j 
WERE TWO OF MOST COUP J OOLP LEFT/ IF I KNEW THAT WAS * 

BLOODED KILLERS I'VE j-j WHAT THEY WERE AFTER, I WOULD VE 

EVER MET/ j ..... . —gggl. SAVED TROUBLE AND GAVE IT TO THEM' , 



NICE WORK. JANET.' WE \ 15 A BRAVE 
CLEANED 'EM OUT, THANKS 1 OIRL 
TO YOU AND MR. JEFFERS.' / ALLOWED 
YOU'RE A VERY BRAVE J TO FAINT, 

GIRL/ J SUNSET?MY 

K-KNEES ARE KIND OF 
WOBBLY' 
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A COWBOY WESTERN FEATURE 



IKMLNLdRE 

THE USE OF THE HANDS TO 

iSE SDEECH ISCALLED 
SIGN LAN&uAGE IT IS USED 
« fUECV CAtE O" THE SLOBE 
TODAV TUg AWECICAN INDIAN 
IS UNDOUBTEDLY THE BEST 
SI6N TALKER THE WORLD KNOWS 

ONE COULO W FITCH TWO 
INDIANS TALK" FOR HOURS 
BY SIMPLE GESTURES <V THE 
HANDS 
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DRIVE- WITH HANDS OPPOSITE 
EACH OTHER AND THE SAME HEIGHT 
ABOUT AN INCH BETWEEN TIPS OF 
THUMBS; MOVE HANDS IN DIRECTION 
OF THE DRIVE 



JEALOUS- HOLD LEFT HAND 

FLAT, BACK UP, AND WITH 

RIGHT HAND STAB UNDER 

ONCE OR TWICE. 



JOKE- HOLD THE RIGHT 
HAND NEAR MOLTTHSWING 
THE HAND FORWARD AND 
UPWARD 




EACH TRIBE OF 
INDIANS HAD THEIR 
OWN NAMES FOR 
THE MONTHS OF THE 
YEAR HERE ARE 
THE MOST POPULAR 



m ^ 



\=? ^^ 



HUNG« MOON 



MAV Juki 

PLANT! N8 MOON . BOSS MOON 
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00 IT WASN'T L0W6 
TILL NEARLY EVERY 
PIAN WAS HURT BV 
THE FALLIW6 TREES .' 




... WW>?„- t HADNT THOUEWT 
0' THAT .'.. THERE 0U6HT TO 
BE SOflE WAY TO MAKE 

THEM POLL THE OTHER U»Y.' 



%>ATER. WHEW OL' RAUL UIAS UASHIME WIS FACE 
IIU 616 FISH CREEK ,.QC RAUL LOOKED UP JUST 
IM TIME TO SEE A BIG TREE FALL IWTO THE" 
loJATER 
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@0 FOR A WHOLE WEEK , -. 
THERE SIT THE nEN ON 
THE BANK OF BIG FISH CREEK, 
.... JUST A'UJATCHIIM'.' 



...WR.L. AFTER THAT , «-L OF FWUL'S HEW I Or 
COULD CUT A TREE DOWN (W5ROP tT CW j/> 
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V/ESTERN 

VONDERS 
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\ OULD IT BE THAT 'JESSE o4Af)£S ■ 
' IS STILL ALIVE ??!--.. I02YSAR 
OLD J. FRANK DflLTOW CLAIMS Mf /S 

" JESSE JAWES" AND THAT TWE W/W 

WHO WAS SHOT AT JESSE JAMES (AtMS "MR HOWARD"; HOME 4T ST JOSEPH, 
CIO. BY JESSES COUSIN BOBFORD ON APRIL3.IS9£ WAS ANOTHER. . 
JJEmSER OF THE 6ANG "CHWUE BIBELOT// WE bJOUDSRxff-- 

•fe-i u ^ f 2#P§ £* ^ 
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iHATLMEFROC) A WELL KNOWN SOWS, ISN'T SO FAR- 

T FETCHETD flS IT SOUNDS,— WHILE THE SANDS OF 

THE WESTERN DESERTS ARE UEKY HOT FROM THE BOILIKB 
SUM IN THE DAV-nME,-..BUT.'TOE'SAt0PSCOOl. OFF l/ERY 
9UICKtY AT NIGHT... /WD IF YOU UlEKE SLEEP OUT ON THE 
DESERT, YOU WOULD F/ND IT RATHER CHILLY IF YOU DIDN'T 
-r- TT-mi«» HAKE f\ BLANKET/ 
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THE EXTRA 
BULLET 




Sheriff Ben Halioday placed a shell in his 
single barrel shot gun and then sighed. "Hope 
I don't have to use this when the trouble be- 
gins," he remarked as the shot gun joined a 
Winchester, a Buffalo rifle, four loaded Colts,. 
and t»o derringers on the tabic in his office. 
The sheriff was short and thick-set, broad- 
shouldered and of athletic build. He had a big 
face and was ruddy in complexion. His age was 
somewhere in the early 'forties. The people of 
Washoe Valley had chosen him for the law 
office because of the reputation he had made 
for himself down in Texas. And now there was 
trouble ahead, lots of it. 

Seated on a lone chair near the table was 
Out Joystcr Caria, more popularly known as 
Doc j. C, the only physician in the valley as 
well as its coroner. He was a thin-looking nun, 
with a massive and rugged forehead, white hair, 
and a pair of small silver spectacles that rested 
halfway down his long nose. He was eyeing the 
display of artillery on the table. "You think 
that Henry Wells is going to get. up the vig- 
ilantes?" he questioned. The Sheriff shrugged 
his shoulders. "Think is the wrong word," he 
replied. "Up to an hour ago I had six deputies 
working for me. They have vanished into thin 
air. Henry has been passing out the drinks 
freely at his saloon. He started the talk about 
stringing up George Emery to the nearest tree. 
The mob is in an ugly mood. Guess in about 
fifteen minutes they will be here demanding 
that 1 turn my prisoner over to them." 

"And are you?" demanded Doc J. C. The 
sheriff grinned. "You know me better than any 
man in town. What do you say.'" The reply 
was a friendly - laugh. "My judgment is that 
the only way they will ever get their man is 
over our dead bodies. And I still can handle 
it' gun." Sheriff Ben Halioday glaated in the 
direction of the single cell that adjoined his 
office. "I'm going to take George Emory out of 
his cell and bring him here. In case of fighting, 



I'll give him a gun and a chance to defend him- 
self." 

The Sheriff took a key off a hook on the 
wall above his desk. He walked across the room 
and opened the cell door. "Come on into my 
office George," he announced. A good-looking, 
clear-eyed boy in his early twenties came into 
the room. His eyes were green-grey, his hair 
brown znd he was about five feet ten. There 
was a worried look on his face. It became more 
so as he noticed the guns on the the table. 
Does that mean a mob is forming to get me, 
Sheriff?" Ben Halioday shook his head in the 
affirmative. "Just a slight correction, son. It 
means a mob is forming to try to get you. 
There are three of us, and there may be a 
hundred of them. But as long as we have cart- 
ridges, they will never get into this office." 

'Thanks, sheriff." said the young man and 
then he added, 'Thanks to you too, Doc. Any- 
thing I can do?" The coroner chewed his lower 
lip slightly before speaking. "Got no objection 
to dying to keep them from getting you. The 
law must be upheld here in the West if we are 
going to grow. Just a bit curious, though. I 
would like to hear your side of the story." 

"Not much to tell, and I know it is even 
harder to believe," began George Emery. "For 
the last three months I have been living in the 
cabin near the creek. Bought it from Jack Slide 
when he decided to go to California and try 
his luck on the coast. I have managed to get 
along panning gold on the creek. Not much, 
but enough to keep me in supplies. On Friday 
I was preparing my lunch when I heard a knock 
on the door. Opened it .nut something struck 
me on the head. Whin 1 recovered conscious- 
ness, there I was on the road with the dead 
body of poor Pac Connor about fifty feet from 
me. People must be crazy to say i htid up the 
stage, killed Pat. and stole the gold." 

"People may be crazy," observed Doc J. C, 
"but nevertheless that is just what they are 
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saying. How does his tale fit in with tru facts 
you know, Ben?" The Sheriff's face was a study 
in seriousness. There were lines on his fore- 
head as though he were deep in thought. "It 
just doesn't fit in and make sense,'' he said. 
"Not a soul knew' that the stage for Hinton 
City was carrying bullion. Even Pat the driver 
thought he was only carrying plain mail for 
Newton City. It was Jess Perkin's idea to let 
folks think an empty stage was going to New- 
ton City on the regular run only with plain 
mail. After all, he's boss of the stage company, 
so I had to agree. That means only Jess and 
myself knew about the gold bullion. No one 
man could have carried that bullion by him- 
self or even moved that much on a single horse. 
So if George did hold up the stage he must 
have had help. And if he didn't do it, then 
there must have been two other men in the 
plot. What do you say, Doc?" 

The old physician grinned. " I know George 
must be innocent, though it may be hard to 
convince people or even a court." The eyes of 
the Sheriff and his prisoner betrayed amaze- 
ment at those words. Doc J. C. continued speak- 
ing. "During the war between the States, I 
spent three years as an army surgeon. Got any 
idea about how many bullets 1 took out of 
wounded soldiers? Enough to erect a monument 
for myself when dead. This much 1 noticed. 
When a soldier got shot at close- quarters, there 
were always signs of powder burns around the 
\\ ouiid. Bui « hen the bullet came from any 
distance, no powder burns. Remember what hap- 
pened Sheriff, when you found George? You- 
desided to visit Wash Perkins about his trouble 
at the mine. You heard a shot and urged your 
horse to go faster. Then you found the stage 
on the road with its path blocked by a chopped 
tree. The driver was dead. He had his gun 
in his hand, about thirty feet away from George 
According to. your story. That means someone 
took Pat's gun from him when he was dead, 
shot George, and put .it back in Pat's hand. 
Probably intended to finish off George but 
hearing approaching hoofbeats. quickly made 
,i change of plans." 

"Why you certainly got something there, 
Doc." complimented the Sheriff. The praise fell 
on deaf ears as the old man added. "When f 
examined Pat Connor, found, he- had been shoi 
exactly eight times 1 grant you, it was with 
George's .44 Winchester. But on George's head 
there was a nice big bump. So (lis story could * 
be true, in fact, it must be true." 

The Sheriff was abcnit tu reply, when he 
heard a commotion outside his office. Glancing 
through the window he remarked. "Well, here 



comes trouble. I'm going outside, you back me 
up Doc." Then he opened the door and calmly 
faced an ugly group of men. A powerfully 
built man, with square jaw and deep set eyes 
was the icader. Henry Wells knew the men 
behind would follow him. "Sheriff", he shouted, 
"we don't aim to make any trouble for the 
law. In fact, we are going to help it. You have 
a good for nothing skunk who held up the 
stage, shot the driver, and stole the gold. No 
use wasting time giving him a trial when he's 
guilty We are going to take care of his execu- 
tion right now." 

Doc J. C. appeared at the side of his friend, 
holding the double-barreled shotgun. "Remember 
folks," he warned, "if I have to shoot any 
trouble maker, going to be double charge to 
remove the lead." There was a slight titter 
among the men at the remark. When a mob 
laughs, it is no longer a mob. A sharp voice, 
that of Jess Perkins, spoke. "No use wasting 
time listening to the old fool. Come on boys, 
let's get George Emery." 

The Sheriff's right hand swung close to the 
heavy buckled, bullet studded belt that held 
his six-shooter. "I have a lot more firearms 
inside." he warned. "If you try anything, there 
will be bloodshed, yours. Even if I have to 
riddle you through and through six 'times 
straight." 

"1 suppose it was fine for the killer to riddle 
poor Pat eight times and you want to do "the 
same to us," snapped back Henry Wells. The 
Sheriff's sharp ears had heard a number men- 
tioned and his mind Started to function at 
high speed. "Wait a moment, folks^' he said. 
"You can have your killer. At least one of them. ' 
Henry Wells just told you all he killed Pat." 
"He's a 1 madman" shouted Jess Perkins. "No, 
I'm not. Only Do; and myself knew Pat was 
■killed with eight bullets. We didn't tell a 
soul. But the killer knew ,how many shots he 
fired. So Henry Wells must be the killer." 

A face turned ghastly white. Then in des- 
peration Wells shouted, "jess, you got me into 
this, get me out of it." In its fury the mob 
pushed forward and the Sheriff spoke at the 
top of his lungs. "You almost wanted to lynch 
an innocent man. You have done enough mis- 
chief, l.ei me have the two killers and we will 
give them a speedy trial" 

A .vce-k Licr. Gedrge En.cry sat in his tabu) 
looking at his visitor, Dew J C "Just came up 
tc tcil you s icc.er, yu^ng man.- There were 
Felly only seven bullets in Par. I counted the 
bullet 1 took o.ut of your arm as the eighth. Had 
1 told Ben it was seven, he might never hav« 
trapped Henry We-IIs." 
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SUCH A PLACE WAS " THE 
BADLANDS" A TERRITORY 
BORDERING THE NORTHWESTERN 
SECTION OF TEXAS. THREE 
CORNERS.WITH A SMALL 
TRADING POST OWNED AND 
OPERATED Br RITA BENNET 
AND HER BROTHER TIM, WAS 
THE CAPITAL r 



SUNSET CARSON OPERATES OUT OF 
THE RANGER POST ADJOINING THIS 
TERRITORTf 




SUNSET 6 HELPED BY HIS PAL JED. A 
YOUNG OOY OF 19 ADOPTED BY SUNSET." 



1 




IM PRACTISING SHOOTING 
SO I CAN BECOME A RANGER TOO/ 




JED HAS A BURNING DESIRE TO 
BECOME A RANGER T 




WARREN. AN OLO TIME MORSE HUNTER. 
HAS THE CONTRACT TO DELIVER 
HORSES TO THE RANGERS^ 
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r¥ EVERYTIME WARREN ROUNDS UP * FINE BAND OF 
\V REMOUNTS FOR DELIVERY, THE BADLANDS OUTLAW! 
j | SWOOP DOWN AND RUSTLE HIS HERD/ 




BEFORE THEV LEAVE. OED EXTRACTS A 
PROMISE FROM KELLY, THE OLD 
ROUSTABOUT AT THE RANGER STATION, 
TO CARE FOR ONE OF WARRENS 
WOUNDED HORSES t 




ENROUTE TO THE BADLANDS, 
SUNSET TELLS JED THE HONEST^ 
SETTLERS OF THE BAOLANDS ARE 
PLANNING TO JOIN TEXASf 
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THE HORSE THIEVES- BART, 
LEADER OF THE GANG IS 

TRYING TO KILL SUNSET 
WHEN HE IS INTER- 
RUPTED BY TIM AND 
RITA BENNET? 
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SUNSET AND JED RETURNJ-Q THE 
RANGER POST AND FIND THE SICK 
HORSE WHICH JED NAMES COMANCHE/' 
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COMANCHE RUSHES SUNSET 
KNOCKING HIM OFF A CUFF 
SEWOUSLY INJURING HIMf 




WHILE SUNSET IS CONVALESCING AT /T 

THE BENNET HOTEL HELEN ALSO FALLS l N LOVE "^ 



SUNSET FULLY RECOVERS 
RETURNS TO THE RANGER 
STATION AND FINDS A 
VISITOR WAITING f 



1 
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'cowboy western comics 




i HELEN WINS SUNSET 
1 AND THEY RIDE OFF 
1 TOGETHER fff 
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r WOPf/ YOUR WRONG )>f 

SUS.' SUM JONES is fSr 
^THE BETTER OFF/ ^\^ 


WHY?' 
A3-— *s 
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If AUJ SHUCKS.' SHERIFF, 


1 FO' THSKY 


'Y0' OUTSOARTeD r^=r« 


, CYANIDE i 


L5e/^_i| 
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FEW DflVS 

LATER -- 

6ACK AT 

THE HIOE- 

-OUT- 



W S££ ^H'OIEWSPAPER? 
5.. /T SAY TH' MAYOR 
I IS A'60ft)NA PRESENT 
' TH' REWARD TO TH' 
SHERIFF TODAY, AWTH' 
onowev WILL ARRIVE ON 
THSTA6E' 



IfVKR THHTi 
DAY ml 




WHV.TH'fiK?/*!.'/ DENVER, --VO 
TH ATS TH ' f BETTER SET 

RATT6ST TRICKJ OVER TO UM JAltf 
ANY RAT 
PW.LED ' 



CYANIDE CVS GAN6 JUST DYNATOTED 
iTHJAIL AN'&OTUM'OUT.-flW'THEy 
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DOeSYO'ST/tL V BGTTeR HUSRV rtU"'TOSS CYANIDE CY AW HIS • 
WONDER WHUT2GMI6 IN TH' KUNK, BEfO' TO£y AJ0T7C£S UJHflR THEyl/fJ 
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